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But by the yellow Tiber
Was tumult and affright:
From ail the spacious champaign
To Rome men took their flight.
A mile around ihe city,                                       30
Tlie throng stopped up the ways;
A fearful sight it was to see
Through two long nights and days.
Now, from the rock Tarpeian,
Could the wan burghers spy                            35
The line of blazing villages
Red in the midnight sky.
The Fathers of the City,
They sat all night and day,
For every hour some horseman came                  40
With tidings of dismay.
I wis, in all the Senate,
There was no heart so bold,
But sore it ached and fast it beat.
When that ill news was told.                           45
Forthwith up rose the Consul,
Up rose the Fathers all;
In haste they girded up their gowns,
And hied them to the wall.
They held a council standing                              50
Before the River-Gate;
Short time was there, ye well may guess,
For musing or debate.
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